trifle, but which were a dreary penance of tramlines and
traffic, not only was the neighbourhood suburban in the
extreme, but the size of the house and the number of the
servants were devouring income which we felt could be
spent to better advantage.
Like Hilary and Susan Brent in The Forge, between one
day and another we decided that what we wanted was a
small house in London accessible to our friends, to theatres,
and dog shows, and so economical in upkeep that we could
afford to leave it if and when we wished to travel. And sof
after an interim period of hotels, of Italy and of furnished
houses, John bought No, 9 Sterling Street in Knights-
bridge, just off Montpelier Square. Our staff was reduced
to three and no gardeners, we stored such furniture as
absolutely refused to be pulled, pushed or poured into our
new abode (it was a freehold this time), and tried desperately
to believe that we were comfortable. We were already
becoming adept at counting our domiciliary blessings and
also, if I may be forgiven a mixed metaphor, at ignoring
rocks ahead.
It must be emphasized that our illusion in this case was
favoured by the feet that although a great deal of work was
in progress it was not then creative work. It had never
occurred to either of us that a time was coming for John,
when quietness and seclusion would be essential to inspira-
tion and when a sudden interruption might frustrate the
output of many hours. The psychical records were only a
matter of application and of careful accuracy, guests could
be denied the door when we were dictating notes to the
typist in the back part of our sitting-dining room, and the
typist herself could be banished to a bedroom for copying
and correcting her work.
So we started the era of Sterling Street confidently, even
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